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Summary: Ear from Covenant space, 200 years before the Covenant-Human 
war that threatened to wipe out all sentient races and release the 
Elood, The Eleet of Revered Reclamation detects a mysterious object. 
AU/ Unofficial Prequel, and yes, I can't do a 
summary . 


Exploration 

Yeah, well, I'm not good at introductions and prologues, so welcome 
to this fan prequel... which will suck like hell. 

Disclaimer: I'm don't own Microsoft. Or Bungle. Or 343 Industries. 

And this prequel will never be canon. And now we've found 5 things as 
certain as death and taxes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>* Incoming Transmission*<strong> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" "jk" 

**Eleet Master of _The Eleet of Revered Reclamat io_n, Wana Van 
Vadumee, my ship has detected an unprecedented amount of luminations 
on the massive gas giant (designation: 01337) in this solar system, 
which can be considered interesting given that it has a core of solid 
nitrogen and is thought to be uninhabitable. What serves to be even 
more interesting is the absolutely astounding lumination in orbit 
around it, with more luminations on this astounding lumination. If it 
is to be believed, an Oracle may even be present. Recommend that the 
fleet move closer to it, and observe before judgement is 
passed . * * 

**Prophets be blessed!** 

**Ship Master Toru Makunee, 

Unshakable ** 



* * *Broadcast ing Fleet-wide Transmission*** 


* * 


* * 


**Brothers, this is Fleet Master Wana Van Vadumee, broadcasting from 
_Indomitable Spirit_. Our brothers, _Unshakable_, has detected 
luminations of such a great amount that to say it is unprecedented 
would be to say _High Charity _is merely breathtaking. All ships of 
_The Fleet of Revered Reclamation_ are to proceed to 01337 and enter 
orbit. But be warned of a few things, keep your distance, lest you be 
crushed by 01337, or provoke a hostile response. May the prophets 
bless our four ships and our brothers, hand-picked for our unwavering 
faith and our combat abilities, that we may fulfill our task of 
reconnaissance and reclamation, so that we, too, may one day walk 
along The Great Journey. Onward, brothers!** 

* * *Transmission Sent*** 

Wana Van Vadumee turned away from his console, and looked at his 
trusted friend, Foro Kanemee . 

"I believe you have already scanned the source of the luminations, 
Foro?" Wana asked, desperately hoping that these luminations proved 
to be previously unknown relics of great purpose. When he didn't 
recieve a response, he scanned Foro ' s face, and was surprised to see 
the uncharacterist ic look of surprise upon Foro ' s face. "Foro?" Wana 
tried again, 

Foro Kanemee, master swordsman and tactician, quickly snapped out of 
it, and answered: "The massive lumination in orbit... our 
spectrometer cannot identify it as a known alloy... an Oracle is 
truly present... the lumination is not on a satellite orbiting 01337, 
sir... it is an entirely unknown object, artificial and 
ring-shaped. . . By the Gods, dare it be? Even I dare not whisper my 
suspicions without confirmation, Wana. We must move 
closer . " 


"Luckily, I already sent that order... May we be blessed this day," 
Wana whispered. 


"If I am correct, to use your euphemism, to say we are blessed would 
be to say the amount of these luminations is but unprecedeted, Wana, " 
Foro murmured, unable to take his eyes of his screen. 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>AN* * 

**A MESSAGE TO ALL TROLLS, HATERS AND NORMAL PEOPLE BEEORE YOU 
COMMENT** 

**IT IS PEREECTLY NORMAL TO HATE THIS STORY.** 


**ALL BAD STORIES BY ME ARE TO BE HATED.** 



**HOWEVER, IE YOU WISH TO ELAME ME, AT LEAST TURN DOWN THE HEAT A 
BIT. ** 

**I DON'T WANT TO BE REDUCED TO ASHES, JUST INCINERATED.** 

Now that that's done, if you've actually been able to read the 
prologue, congratulations, and my condolences for reading such utter 
rubbish you IQ may have dropped. However, the idea just popped in my 
head, and I had to right it, just to get the plot bunny out. 


End 
f lie . 



